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Summary: During the siege of Pristella, Regulus Corneas crosses paths with a woman 
who distantly reminds him of his first wife.Or: Regulus kidnaps Subaru instead of 
Emilia. 


*Chapter 1*: Meant to be a Graveyard 


Subaru put a hand on her chest and gave her contracted spirit the most pained 
expression she could fake. "You said Julius made your heart flutter. Him, of all people! | 
can't believe | was betrayed by my own kin like this!" Subaru lamented loudly. "| would 
expect this from Otto, but et tu, Beako?" 


Beatrice scoffed, kicking the ground in clear displeasure. "Enough! Subaru knows it 
wasn't like that, | suppose!" 


Some of the citizens of Pristella turned to stare at the oddly looking duo merrily 
prancing through the city, but Subaru didn't pay them any mind. She was already used 
to their prolonged stares and hushed whispers. 


The knight sniffled, faking yet another cry. She was perfectly aware of Julius’ divine 
protection, but Beako looked the cutest when she was pouting, so she had no intention 
of dropping the matter anytime soon. Shutting her eyes, she shook her head 
melodramatically, long black hair swaying behind her in turn. "Truly, Puck never said 
anything like this when he was in front of Ju—" 


"Wait— Subaru!" Betty suddenly exclaimed, voice panicked. 


A soft hand firmly grasped her arm, and Subaru immediately opened her eyes, startled. 
To her immense surprise, there was no land in front of her, but the river of Pristella. 


...If it hadn’t been for the person that grabbed her, she would have fallen into the water. 


"You should keep your eyes open when you walk," a man's voice cut in, making her 
flinch and turn over to face him instead. 


A white-haired, yellow-eyed man met her gaze with a plainly irritated expression. 


"—else you will endanger yourself, trouble other individuals with your carelessness, or 
maybe even make them go out of their ways to help you, which would a terrible 
violation of their rights. Just how selfish can a person be? Independence is one of the 
most important character traits to have, you know? You must be a capable person on 
your own to have any value at all. Those who depend on others are nothing but 
leeches." 


He stopped rambling, but Subaru only gaped at him like a goldfish. 
His frown deepened. 


"| don’t usually expect much form people, but it's common courtesy to reply when you 
are spoken to, especially if—" 


Retreating several paces, a surprised squeak escaped her mouth. She had completely 
frozen for a moment. 


"Ah!" Subaru interrupted him, trying to calm her racing pulse. Blushing, she lowered her 
head and graced her strange... savior with the brightest smile she could pull. "Yes, I'm 
sorry! Thank you for your help, Mr..." 


The man tilted his head—and something about it sent shivers down her spine. As his 
irritated scowl morphed into more of an unimpressed glare, he finally replied. 
"...Corneas, Regulus Corneas." 


"Regulus then..." Subaru repeated, once again beaming at him. But it didn’t last long— 
her smile faltered when she recalled what he said when he was greeting her. 


Regulus crossed his arms. "Yes, of course..." 


She opened her mouth, but Beatrice butted in before Subaru could embarrass herself 
further. "We are late for lunch with the merchant, | suppose," she sharply announced, 
filling Subaru’s heart with yet another wave of panic. 


"Not again!" Subaru’s eyes widened. They were supposed to meet Anastasia at the inn. 
"You are right, let’s go!" She said, grabbing Beako by the hand. 


She turned to march with Beako towards the rendezvous, but soon paused midstride. 
Beako rolled her eyes. “What is Betty’s Subaru now—?” 


Looking back at the white-haired man, Subaru smiled widely. He was way too young to 
be this bitter about helping people. “And—helping people isn’t necessarily a bad thing!” 
she yelled at him. “Some great things can happen because of your help, you know?” 
She thought about Emilia, Reinhard... she would be a goner without them. “For 
example—thanks to your help, we got to meet!” She winked at him, and then laughed 
at his bewildered expression. 


If Beako noticed her blush, she didn’t say a thing. 


The Archbishop observed her take flight, and once she had retreated beyond sight, 
retrieved a small black book from his coat. 


Unlike the day she met Regulus Corneas, Subaru shut her eyes for an entirely different 
reason. She was no longer joking around with her spirit while strolling around the city. 
She was waiting for her death and facing an enemy Archbishop of Sin. 


The scene before her unfolded like a nightmare. Regulus waved a hand, wind parting 
from his fingers and obliterating the table behind her into splinters. 


A desperate laugh almost left her throat. Was she really going to die because she told 
him: ‘But | don't want to marry you?’ 


Subaru clenched the hem of her wedding dress but didn’t dare to move any more than 
that. For a moment, she considered attacking him with the kitchen knife she had stolen 
from his chambers, but immediately discarded the idea. A mere short blade would 
never be enough to kill someone like the Archbishop of Greed—especially if she was 
the one wielding it. Maybe someone like Rem or Emilia would have a chance with it— 
but not her, never her. 


Her heart beat wildly against her chest, and her eyelids stung from the pressure she 
was putting on them. In only a matter of seconds, she was going to die again. 


And she really didn’t want to die. She didn’t want to feel her soul be crushed and 
shattered and split again, but... but with the water flooding the city, her being kidnapped 
by a madman, and hundreds of civilians dying at the hands of the Witch Cult— what 
other option did she have? |t would be immoral not to do so. 


She was a knight—and while she wasn’t talented enough to wield a sword, Return by 
Death allowed her to be the perfect shield. 


So she breathed and held her breath, waiting for her imminent demise. 


But... but instead of hearing Liliana’s cheerful greeting for the fifth time in less than 
twenty-four hours, she heard Regulus sigh. 


Cautiously, the puzzled and trembling Subaru Natsuki opened her eyes. Even though 
she had openly insulted an Archbishop, her body hadn’t been turned into a corpse— 
she was still alive and trapped inside a tower in Pristella. She raised her gaze and— 


—the Archbishop of Greed, still clad in his spotless white uniform, met her eyes with an 
angry and disgusted expression. Subaru yelped and fell to the floor, shrinking at the 
sight of Regulus's figure looming over her. 


She immediately regretted moving. Hiding the knife inside her brasier hadn’t been one 
of her brightest ideas. Even if she wanted to die, the last thing she needed was to 
accidently cut herself with a kitchen knife. 


Something briefly flashed past his eyes. But it —whatever it was— disappeared as 
easily as it had arrived. 


Her mind flashed to the expression he wore the day before—the morning he helped 
her. 


“\..tch.” 


The reminder that she had laughed freely in front of an archbishop was nearly enough 
to make her scowl. Regulus Corneas was an Archbishop of sin. That strange but 
somehow interesting man she had met the day before was only a product of her 
imagination— he never existed. Regulus Corneas kidnapped women and forced them 
to marry him. He was a creep and a monster. 


Regulus tilted his head, completely unaware to her inner turmoil. "I will let your 
comment pass, pretend that | haven't heard what | clearly and obviously have perfectly 
heard, because I'm generous like that—a great, amazing husband you should be proud 
and happy to have. But | hope you recognize | won't always be this patient. Don’t you 
understand that your entire life will be complete after you marry me? No one, nothing 
will ever hurt as long as you act as a good wife, for my person will always be there to 
protect you. Marriage is an oath | take very seriously, because if | did not, it would be a 
violation to your rights, and | more than anyone recognize how important those are.” 
There was a frown audible in his voice that did an almost believable impression of 
concern. 


He took a brief pause to breath, but instead of continuing talking, his gaze suddenly 
shifted towards the hall on their left. 


The Archbishop extended his arm towards Subaru. A chilling shiver went down her 
back when she felt his cold hand reach her face. The murderous madman suddenly— 
caressed her neck. 


She wanted nothing but to tell him to get away from her, but she couldn’t talk—she 
couldn’t even stop trembling, much less control her voice. Somehow, the feeling of 
impotency was much worse than when Sloth snapped her in half. 


His voice echoed across the hall, startling her. “If you don’t want me to blow up that 
wall, you better show yourse—” 


Before Subaru could even comprehend what was happening, a red blur flashed in front 
of her, and the wall next to her— exploded. 


“W—what?!” Smoke and debris clouded her sight as she coughed. The knight rubbed 
her eyes, but she still couldn’t see a single thing. Nonetheless, she wasn’t an idiot and 
could imagine what that blur had been. 


Standing up from the floor, she took a step back. She had died by friendly fire twice 
already and didn’t want to go through that again. A small curse escaped her mouth 
when she tripped. 


A hand stopped her from falling, and the air finally cleared. “I’m truly sorry, it seems that 
| overestimated his resistance.” Grabbing her tighter, the newly arrived knight smiled 
sadly at her. 


Subaru coughed again. “Re—Reinhard,” she greeted. 


Reinhard met her gaze with a concerned frown. From his untidy appearance, she could 
easily deduce that his afternoon hadn’t been any better than hers. He took a deep 
breath. “Subaru, I’m delighted to know you are alright. When | saw you wearing that 
dress next to him, | feared it was too late.” 


Subaru shivered and lowered her gaze. The wedding dress Regulus had given her was 
now covered with dust. “No—you had a perfect timing, as always.” 


“And | saw the women in the church below this floor, too. Their clothes didn’t look like 
witch cultist’s robes but—’” 


At his comment, she took a sharp breath. “Yes! You must mean #184 and his other 
wives!” Subaru eyes widened. So he had been hiding them downstairs. 


Reinhard tilted his head. “His wives? So they were Witch Cultists?” 


Subaru shook her head. “No, not at all! #184 is a friend.” She assured him, waving her 
hands around her. “She was forced to marry Regulus, so the other women must be his 
wives too. I’m pretty sure that they are just victims and did nothing wrong.” 


Reinhard looked confused about the name for a moment, but nodded gravely 
nonetheless. “I see... then in a way, | suppose | am late.” 


Subaru opened her mouth to remind him that not everything was his fault, but before 
she could actually utter a single world, an explosion brought down the walls behind 
them. Terrified and to not fall again, she clutched to Reinhard. “Re—ah!” She shrieked. 


Faster than she was able to see, he defied gravity by taking her on his arms and 
jumping farther away from the debris and ashes. Beneath them, Subaru could see that 
half the tower had been completely knocked down. Regulus, in all his harsh and irked 
glory, was on ground level, persistently sending attacks at them. 


His glare intensified when he noticed Reinhard was carrying her. “You—what kind of 
immoral beast are you? To interrupt a wedding and grab my wife without my 
permission? What kind of barbaric oaf would even consider that? She is mine, not 
yours, thus | order you to release her. When this day is over, | hope | never have to 
cross path with a menace to society like—” 


But Reinhard wasn’t interested in his words. The warmth of his fingers abandoned 
Subaru when he dropped her. She would have preferred it if he held her a little longer. 


The Archbishop ignored him and cracked a sneering smirk at her. He took several 
steps forward, until he was only a few meters away from them. 


With her heart beating wildly against her chest, she shakily took out the knife she had 
hidden inside her clothes. Her fingers curled around the short weapon as the cold 
metal brushed against her skin. 


Regulus let out a wicked chortle, and within a mere few seconds, it morphed into 
heinous, nasally laughter. Subaru wondered if Reinhard's assault had vanquished the 
little sanity he had left. "It seems you are quick... | wonder if you're quick enough to 
reach all of them in time?" Reinhard knitted his brows. Before he could even ask what 
he meant, Regulus waved his hand. 


Wreckage and stone fragments flew near Subaru as Regulus’ attack blasted what was 
left of the tower into an uncountable number of small pieces. 


Reinhard leapt next to Regulus, aiming yet another ineffective attack towards his face. 
“Let the women out of this fight,” he growled. “Aren’t they supposed to be your wives?” 


Regulus waved his hands around and shook his head. “You truly don’t understand 
anything, knight—or should | say, Sword Saint?” he unnecessarily inquired while 
laughing hysterically again. “A good wife is at the service of their husband until the day 
she dies.” He finished the last sentence while looking at Subaru. She couldn’t help but 
flinch. “If you saw them, they should have warned me you were here.” 


At Reinhard’s grimace, he grinned wildly and continued talking. “Looks like you at last 
understand your position. This is a fight you are incapable of winning, for / have already 
achieved perfection. No attack of yours will ever reach me. By declaring this duel, you 
have only brought misery to your companions, my wives, Subaru—they all were safe 
until you appeared.” Regulus shrieked, loudly, madly. “What a pathetic existence you 
are, only capable of bringing pain to the people around you. If your existence wasn’t so 
much of an annoyance, maybe | would have been able to pity you.” 


Reinhard gritted his teeth. “Is there anything | could say to convince you to let them 
go?” 


—It worried Subaru. She wasn’t used to seeing Reinhard fail to obliterate an enemy. 
Even when he fought Sirius, killing the archbishop wasn’t the problem. But then 
again... she gulped, it had taken a bit too much collateral damage. She pushed her 
long black hair at the back of her left ear and tried to come up with a plan. 

“Nothing short of your death would satisfy me,” Regulus offers. 

Reinhard stopped moving, puzzling the still deep-in-thought Subaru. “Very well,” 
Reinhard said— and even Regulus looked startled by his reply. “If | die, do you promise 
to keep these women out of the fight?” 


Subaru’s brain short-circuited at his words. Whatever Reinhard’s plan was, she didn’t 
know it. 


“Hah?” Regulus tilted his head “I—yes?” 

Her hear beat was thumping hard inside her chest as she watched Reinhard take 
several steps forward. Searching and listening for any hint of his intentions, she 
opened her mouth. “Hey... Rein—" 

Still skeptical, Regulus waved his hands, wind parting from his fingertips. 
“,.hard?” she continued. 

—and then she froze on the spot. 


Right after the wind reached Reinhard, his body hit the floor with a loud thud. 


She stared and shook her head. It had to be her imagination. A game of lights. 
Reinhard—Reinhard couldn’t be on the floor, soaked by his own blood. It had to be a 
mistake. 


It had to be a mistake. 


Shaking heavily, she walked to his—not corpse, couldn’t be corpse. The growing pool 
of red stained her shoes as she stepped near him. “Rein...hard?” she breathed to his— 
somehow corpse. 


Her eyes immediately went wide with horror. 
Letting her own body fall to the floor, she grabbed Reinhard’s hand. 


It was her fault. She killed Reinhard. Her fault. Her fault. Her fault. Reinhard died 
because she was useless and got kidnapped, therefore— /t was all her fault. Holding 


the knife tightly, she knew what she had to do. Defeating Regulus, saving #184, the 
destruction of the city, everything paled in comparison to bringing Reinhard back. 


—She needed to loop. 
Raising the knife towards her neck she— 


A wave of wind slashed towards her, slipping the weapon away from her wobbling 
hands. “No— please, no!” she begged, turning around to search for it. 


A glint of silver caught her eyes. 

Standing up quickly to grab it, she screamed when someone yanked her from her arm. 
Turning around panickily, a seething Regulus met her gaze. 

“Just what do you think you are doing?!” he yelled, eyes wide. 

“Let me go!” She screamed at him, trying and failing to get away from his clutch. 
“—Injuring yourself, in front of my eyes! To try to kill yourself here...how can you be so 


pathetic! Why take after her even with this— You! How can you be so selfish and 
indifferent to the feelings of the people that love you and want to be by your side foreve 


” 


Subaru cackled. 


“Love?!” She repeated while tears gathered in her eyes. “/s that a joke?! A monster like 
you knows nothing about love! You have never loved anyone, and no one has ever 
loved you either!” She was going to kill him, even if it took her a million loops. “It 
doesn’t matter how many women you kidnap Regulus, that void in your heart will never 
be filled—no one will ever love you! Your greed will never be satisfied!” 


Breathing raggedly, she looked down at her dress. The sight only made her sob harder. 
The damned wedding dress Regulus had given her was no longer white, but stained 
crimson with Reinhard’s blood. “Because you are nothing but a pathetic, disgusting, 


monster!” 


Regulus’ face, which at first was white as his hair, turned an ugly red. He finally let go 
of her arm. 


But Subaru only laughed mockingly, amused by the fury in his eyes. She wanted him to 


suffer, she wanted him to hate her, because any emotion he may have felt paled in 
comparison to her grief. 


There was no warning. A red blur slammed into Regulus, grasping him by the throat 
and dragging him along its trajectory through the tower’s wall. 


Subaru remained on the floor, paralyzed with shock. 
“Re...” 


It felt like time had stopped. Reinhard continued his fight against Regulus, but Subaru 
was hardly paying attention to it. She couldn’t move, she could barely breath. “Rein...?” 


“Subaru!” 
A child-like voice called out from behind, startling her. 


She recognised it immediately. Snapping around with wide eyes, she saw the figures of 
Beatrice and Emilia rapidly approaching. 


The welcome sight elicited a few choked sobs from her strained throat. 


She clenched once again the hem of her wedding dress. 


The battle was already over, and Emilia was comforting Regulus’ former wives—now 
widows, but Subaru was too emotionally drained to even glance at her or #184— or 
Sylphy, rather. Beako, always the caring little sister, noticed this and sat at the edge of 
the church with her, holding her hand. 


It was warm and soft and somewhat helped Subaru forget the ten minutes she had just 
spent as a popsicle. 


“Betty's Subaru doesn’t want to talk," Beatrice suddenly said, ushering Subaru's return 
to reality. A part of her immediately wished for another departure. 


Subaru’s face stilled— her stomach churned and her face paled as she realized they 
were no longer alone. 


Beako squeezed her hand tighter. 
Reinhard’s lips thinned. “I understand... but | must insist—” 


At his words, Subaru turned to face him, but her gaze never reached his eyes. It 
remained locked to the ugly gashes on his uniform and the amount of red staining it: In 
her opinion, Reinhard still looked very much like a corpse. 


Beatrice scoffed and crossed her dainty little arms. “It doesn't matter! Subaru's Betty 
isn't feeling well, so—” 


“Well... even if Regulus is dead, the attack on Pristella is still going strong, so—” 
Subaru blurted out, effectively silencing her. She could feel her heart begin to race 
again. She wanted to hide, she wanted to scream at him for scaring her, but most of all 
she wanted her spirit to remain ignorant of her suicide attempt. “We don’t really have 
time to talk—I was just gathering my breath.” 


“—Subaru,” Reinhard insisted. “It will take but a minute.” 


“Exactly!” She forced a laugh, rubbing the back of her head. “I was only gathering it for 
a minute, we really should be going now. Right?” When he didn’t immediately reply, her 
throat grew dry. “I really don’t think...” 


Solemnly, he took yet another step towards her. “This is something | can’t ignore.” 
Neither said anything else for a moment. 


Subaru gulped. “I see...” but she didn’t, not really. She didn’t want to talk to him— she 
was terrified of him mentioning something... improper in front of Beatrice. If a chat was 
what she needed to shut him up, she would have to accept. “Ah, Beako—can | talk 
with Reinhard in private for a moment?” she asked, shakily. 


“If it’s only for a short moment, | suppose...” Beatrice looked ready to disagree, but 
begrudgingly nodded when she saw her nervous expression. 


They were left alone after the spirit let go of her, but Subaru could still sense Beako 
glaring daggers at him from afar. 


She shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Gazing at the floor, she started 
walking to the river next to the tower. She couldn't raise her head—not after what she 
almost did. 


| thought you were dead, she wanted to say— to explain herself, but once again she 
couldn’t find her voice. Not when her mind kept reminding her that it was Regulus who 
stopped her from killing herself, not him. 


Reinhard came to a stop. “The Divine Protection Of Phoenix allowed me to come back 
to life." 


—Subaru froze, and suddenly all her treacherous thoughts vanished. 
Her brain simply stopped working. She raised her head to meet his gaze. 


With eyes full of sorrow, he continued talking. "...l| was afraid he would kill more people. 
| thought negotiating would be better with an enemy of his caliber. | didn’t...think it 
through. I'm sorry." Reinhard's voice grew quiet at the end, until Subaru could no longer 
understand what he said. "I truly am sorry,” he repeated. 


Subaru didn’t answer. Reinhard had looked like a corpse because he had been a 
corpse, if only fora short moment. Exactly like her. 


She couldn’t understand it. 


“You Returned by Dea—?” she blurted out, dumbfounded, but stopped mid-sentence 
when a sharp pain crushed her chest, a cruel reminder that even if she was 
accompanied by Reinhard, she wasn’t out of reach of the cursed witch. “Agh—You, you 
died...” she rasped, trying to mask the agony in her voice. 


He hesitated. “Well— yes, of course. Subaru, are you—?” 


“You died,” she repeated, horrified. Reinhard had died because of her uselessness. 
She clenched her fists as it finally sank in that Regulus Corneas had been right all 
along, helping her was a curse. “I’m so sorry— this was my fault. I’m so, so sorry. | will 
fix it somehow, I— ” Subaru stiffened and met his azure eyes with her own. “You aren't 
allowed to do that for me again. Ever. Death is cold, horrible. And hurts—" 


Reinhard grabbed her hand. He didn’t understand why she said what she said, but her 
words were alarming enough to elicit a frown. “But it's okay Subaru— If it's for you I'm 


willing to go through that a million times. Because you are worth it, and unlike you, | 
can always come back.” 


“—so please,” he continued. “Promise me you won't do that again." 
After such an overwhelming confession, Subaru’s cheeks became stained with tears. 


And when they parted to enter the field of battle, she was sure they could take the 
world by storm. 


